FOR  BETTER  AND  FOR  WORSE

sort of conjugal note in our friendship and this seemed to me a
propitious sign.

It was an odd feeling to receive each day from an English school
the letters of a student who was at once my daughter, my pupil and
my fiancee. I was amused to compare myself with the tutors in
Moliere and Beaumarchais who educated their pupils in order to
make diem their wives. At Brighton and also at Clacton-on-Sea,
where she went later, I presented myself to the headmistresses as
Janine's brother. This explained my paying her school bills and
enabled me to go out freely with her. At Clacton she formed a very
close friendship with Louise Baumeister, an Alsatian girl, to whom
she told the story of our intrigue. So romantic a situation fascinated
the blithe and charming friend who became, as will be seen, an
invaluable aid to us.

After a year of school Janine knew enough to take courses at
Oxford. There I boldly arranged for her to board in the home of
Monsieur Berthon, the professor of French at the university. He
had an English wife who was an excellent hostess and who con-
tributed a great deal to the formation of Janine's tastes and taught her
the art of running a household. Twenty years later when my books
were used as texts in the classes at Oxford, the Berthons knew that
we had played an innocent Italian comedy in their home and that
their pupil's brother had been in reality her future husband. They
had the good grace not to harbour a grudge against me. Monsieur
Berthon undertook to enrol Janine in the different courses at Oxford
which a girl could attend. She happily followed those in literature
but was bored with the class in political economy which, for reasons
which escape me, we forced upon her. I still own a notebook which
she covered with humorous sketches alternating with scraps of a
theory of prices.

In all the courses she attended her beauty turned the heads of the
young men. Soon she was besieged with admirers wanting to take
her out on the river or to the theatre. When I came to see her and
she described her success, with amusement but without vanity, for
she was modest, I was somewhat jealous. What would happen if
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